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Randal Charlton and Hannen Swaffer. All oJ
them were, and two still are, men of ar
"appearance" and panacherie too rare in these
days when potential personalities masquerade
as so many peas in a pod. Those who are old
enough to compare the diversified group
that used to gather in the defunct "Green
Dragon" with the group that gathered until
lately in Poet's Corner of Poppin's Court, will
realise that what we have gained in conformity
we have lost in piquancy. No man, whatever his
talents, has the power to be both correct and
interesting, and when the memoirs of the
twenties and thirties come to be written they
will make rather thin reading. They may be
helped by the follies and stupidities of the
immediate post-war period, but so far as
personal "character35 is concerned, the diarists
will have as hard a job to give zest to their
records as current cartoonists have to make
pungent pictures out of commonplace figures
and faces. (Though it is possible they may find
a relish to their narratives in Sir Thomas
Beecham.)
In those early years the mixing of classes and
professions was only beginning. Clubs, taverns
and restaurants still preserved a special and
regular clientele, and strollers from outside were
strollers from outside. Bohemia was as water-
tight an enclosure as the inner circles of Society.